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PROLOGUE. 


By a FRIEND. 


has the buſkin'd Muſe, with action mean, 

Deba d the glory of the rags fene? 
While puny Villains, dreft in p pride, 

With crimes objcene the Head rage bely'd. 

To her belongs to mourn the Heroes fate, 

To trace the errors of the Wiſe and Great; 

To mark tb exceſs of paſſions too rein d. 

And paint the tumults of a god-like mind; | 

ere, mixt with rage, exalted thoughts combine, 

Hnd darkeſt deeds wwith beauteous colours ſine. 
Such lights and ſhades in a well mingled draught, 

By curious touch of artful pencils wrought, 

With ſoft deceit amaſe the doubtful eye, 

Pleas'd with the confli of the various dje. 


Thus through the following Scencs, with ſweet urpreve. 


Virtue and Guilt in dread confufon riſe ; 
And Love and Hate, at once, and Grief and Jer. 
Pity and Rage, their mingled force employ. 

Here the et Virgin ſaes, wwith ſecret ſhame, 
Her charms excelPd by Friendſbip' purer flame, 
Forc'd, with reluctant Virtue, to approve 
The gen'rous Hero cube rejectt her love. 

Behold him T here, with gloomy paſſions ftain'd, 
A Wife ſuſpeed, and an injur'd Friend; 

Yet ſuch the toil where Innocence is caught, 
That raſh Suſpicion ſeems without a fault; 
We dread axwhile, i Beauty ſhould ſucceed, 
And almoſt wiſh ev'n Virtue's ſelf may bleed. 

Mark well the black 22 the cruel gui 
The Traitor. fiend trampling the lovely /poi 
of _ Truth, and Innocence oppre * 
hen let the rage of Furies fire caſt, 
Ter may his mighty Wrongs, Bis juft Di/dain, 
His bleeding Country, his low Father flain, 
His Martial Pride, your Admiration raiſe, 

And crown him with involuntary Pratſe. 
A3 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


At DRURY-LANE. 


MEN. 


Don ALoxro, the Spaniſh General, Mr. Reddiſh. 

Non CarLos, his Friend, - Mr. J. Aickin. 

Don ALvarEz, a Courtier, - Mr. Burton. 

mou ManuEL, I Won Mr. Hurſt. 
ARLOS, — - Me 


Zanca, a Captive Moor, 


WOMEN. 


Lzonora, Aivarez's Daughter, Mrs. Baddeley, 
IsaBzLL4, the Moor's Miſtreſs, Mrs. Reddiſh. 
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At COVENT- GARDEN. 


MEN. 


/ Don At onzo, the Spaniſh General, Mr. Wrighten. 
Don CanrLos, his Friend, - Mr. Lewis. 

Don ALvarEz, a Courtier, - Mr. Gardiner. 

Don Marver, Attendant * 1 11 


CanLos, 


ZanGa, a Captive Moor, Mr. Savigny. 
WOMEN. 


Lroxora, Alvanxzz's Daughter, Mrs. Mattoc ks. 
IsaBtLLa, the Moor's Miſtreſs, Miſs Pearce. 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 
12 — firſt nature, or long want of 
2 — a me fed tp die, I cannot tell . 
KS 

Rage on, ye winds, beck clonde, 2nd waters rear? 
Tha juſt reſemblance of my fortune, 
AR A Es Doble bf ney nk. 


Enter Zanga. 
A ike this rocking of the battlements.' 
A4 Enter 
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Enter Iſabella. 
Who's there? My love! 
Lab. Why have you left my bed? 
Your abſence more affrighrs me than the ſtorm. 
Zan. The dead, alone, in ſuch a night can reſt, 
And I indulge my meditation here. : 
Weman, away! I chooſe to be alone. 
jab. I know you do, and therefore will not leave you; 
Excuſe me, Zanga, therefore dare not leave you. 
1s this a night for walks of contemplation ? 
Somcthing unuſual hangs upon your heart, 
Ard I will know it: by our loves I will. 
To you I ſacrifie'd irgin fame; 
Aſk I too mach to ſhare in your diſtreſs ? 
Zan. In tears? Thou fool! then hear me, and be 
plung d | 
In helPs abyfs, if ever it eſcape thee. | 
To ſtrike thee with aſtoniſhment at once, : 
I hate Alonzo. Firſt recover that, 
And then thou ſhalt hear farther. 
1/ab. Hate Alonzo / 
con, I thought 4/onzo moſt your friend, 
And that he loſt the maſter in that name. 
Zan. Hear, then. Tis twice three years ſince that 


t man 


(Great let me call bim, for he conquer'd me,) . 


M.de me the captive of his arm in fight. 

He flew my father, and threw chains o'er me, 
While l, w'th pious rage, purſa'd revenge. 

I then was young, he plac'd me near his perſon, 
And thought me not diſhonour'd by his ſervice. 
One day (may that returning day be night, 

The Rain, the curſe of each ſucceeding year!) 

For ſomething, or for nothing, in his pride 

He ftruck me. (While I tell it, do I live ?) 

He ſmote me on the cheek. I did not ſtab him, 
For that were poor revenge. F'er ſince, his __ 


02 


mw 0 


d be 


Tut REVENGE. 9 

Has ſtrove to bury it beneath a heap 
Of kindneſſes, and thinks it is 
Inſolent thought! and like a ſecond blow! 
Afﬀronts are innocent, where men are worthleſs ; 
And ſuch alone can wiſely drop revenge. 

Jab. But with more temper, Zanga, tell your ſtory : 
To ſee your ftrong emotions ſtartles me. 0 

Zan. Yes, woman, with the temper that befits it. 
Has the dark adder venom ? ſo have I 
When trod upon. Proud Spaniard, thou ſhalt feel me! 
For from that day, that day of my diſhonour, 
I from that day have curs'd the rifing fun, 
Which never Kira to tell me of my — 
I from that day have bleſt the coming night, 
Which promis d to conceal it: but in vain; 
The blow return'd for ever in my dream. 
Vet on I toil'd, and groan'd for an occaſion 
Of ample vengeance ; none is yet arriv'd. 
Howe'er at preſent I conceive warm hopes 
Of what may wound him fore in his ambition, 
Life of his life, and dearer than has foul. 
By nightly march he purpos'd to ſurprize 
The Mocriſb camp; but I have taken care 


They ſhall be ready to receive his favour. 


Failing in this, a caſt of utmoſt moment 
Would darken all the conqueits he has won. 
Jab. Juſt as I enter'd, an expreſs arriv'd. 
Zan. To whom ? 
Lab. His friend, Don Carlos. 
Zan. Be propitious, - 
O Mabamet, on this important hour, 
And give at length my famiſh'd foul revenge !- 
What is revenge, but courage to call in 
Our honour's , = "ou and wiſdom to convert 
Others” ſelf- love into our own protection? 
But ſee, the morning ray breaks in upon us; 
I'll ſeek Don Carlos, and enquire my fate. | 
[ Excunt. 


A5 Enter 
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Enter Manuel and Des Carlos. 


Man. My lord Don Carhs, what brings expreſs ? 
Car, Ava nts od the re ln. 
The field is firew'd with twice ten thouſand flain, 
Tho? he ſuſpects his 9 were betray d. 
He'll ſoon arrive. O, how I long to embrace 
The firſt of heroes, and the beit of friends Tm — 
I lov'd fair Leonora long before 
The chance of battle . 
„ me fans 
And while I groan' d in „I deputed 
This great Alonzo, whom her father honours, 
To be my gentle advocate in love, 
To ftir her heart, and fan its fires for me. 
Man. And what ſucceſs ? 
Car. Alas, the cruel maid— 
Indeed her father, who tho? high at court, 
And powerful with the King, — 
To heal his devaſtations from the . 


Knowing I'm richly hted from 

My fleet now failin Lug oy ＋ +; toy | 
(Heav's guard it fafe thro? ATI form!) 
Careſſes me, and urges her to wed. 

Man. Her aged father 

Leads her this way. 
Car. She looks like radiant truth, 
Brou ght forth by the hand of hoary time 
You to the port with ſpeed, tis poſſible 
Some veſſel is arriv'd. Heav'n grant it bring 
Tidings which Caries may receive with joy! 


Enter Alvarez and Leonora. 


Av. Don Carts, I am labouring in your favour 
With all a parent's ſoft authority, 
And earneſt counſel. 
Car. Angels ſecond you! : 
For all my blifs or miſery hangs on it. 


Abo. 


— 


A 
On 
Loo 
And 
Som 
Ane 
Wh 
Do! 
Ane 
For 
Af 
Hi: 
By 
Sir, 
My 

{ 
Be! 
Be 
Hy, 
W 
Ar 
T. 
T. 

A 
W 


wet . % @ Oo AW mt 


. 


+ 


9 


Tuz REVENGE. 


Av. Daughter, the happineſs of life depends 
On our diſcretion, and a prudent choice ; 
Look into thoſe they call unfortunate, N 
And cloſer view d. you'll find they are unwiſe : 
Some flaw in their own conduct lies beneath, 
And *tis the trick of fools to ſave their credit, 
Which brought another age into uſe. 
Don Carls is of ancient, noble blood, 
And then his wealth might mend a prince's fortune. 
For him the ſun is labouring in the mines, 
A faithful ſlave, and turning earth od a 
His keels are freighted with that pow'r, 
By which ev'n kings and em are made. 
Sir, have my good wiſhes, and I hope o Car. 
My daughter is not indiſpos'd to hear you. [| Ex. Al- 
Car. O Lena! why art thou in tears ? 
Becauſe I am leſs wretched than I was ? 
Before your father gave me leave to woo you, 
Huſh'd was your boſom, and your eye ſerene. 
Will you for ever help me to new pains, | 
And keep reſerves of torment in your hand, 
To let them looſe on ev*'ry dawn of joy ? 
Leon. Think you my father too indulgent to me, 
That he claims no dominion o'er my tears? 
A daughter ſure may be right dutiful, 
Whoſe tears alone are free from a reſtraint. 
Car. = my torn heart! | 
Leen. egard not me, lord, 
I ſhall obey my father. * 
Car. Diſobey him, 
Rather than come thus coldly, than come thus 
Wich abſent eyes and alienated mien, | 
Suff ring addreſs, the victim of my love. 
O let me be undone the common way, 
And have the common comfort to be pity d, 
And not be ruin'd in the maſk of bliſs, 
And ſo be envy'sd, and be wretched too! 
Lore calls for love. Not all the pride of beauty, 


42 0 Tho. e. 


12 Taz REVENGE. 


Thoſe eyes, that tell us what the ſun is made of, 
Thoſe lips, whoſe touch is to be bought with life, 
Thoſe hills of driven ſaow, which ſeen are felt ; 
All theſe poſſeſt, are nought, but as they are 
'The » the ſubſtance of an inward paſſion, 
And the rich plunder of a taken heart. 
Leon. Alas! my lord, we are too delicate ; 
And when we graſp the happineſs we wiſh'd, 
We call on — it away: 
A plainer man not feel half your pains: 
But ſome have too much wiſdom to be happy. 

Car. Had I known this before, ithad been well : 
I had not then ſolicited your father 
To add to my diſtreſs ; as you behave, 
Your father's kindneſs ſtabs me to the heart. 
Give me your hand —— Nay, give it, Leonora ; 
You give it not —— nay, yet you give it not. 
I raviſh it. 
Leon. I pray, my lord, no more. 


Gighs there, are tempeits here 
— np yarns r 
hat is my guilt, makes me ſo wi ? 
Have I not languiſh'd aint 
Have I not liv'd whole days upon thy fight ? 
Have I not ſeen thee where thou haſt not been ? 
And, mad with the idea, claſp'd the wind, 
And doated upon nothing? 
Leon. Court me not, 
Good Carlos, by recounting of my 
2 une, 
! my "yl ing would ail, 
I could fi 22 
Than thoſe regards you threw away on me; 
Your valour, honour, wiſdom, prais'd by all. 
But bid phyficians talk our veins to temper, 
And with an argument new-ſet a pulſe; 
Then think, my lord, of reaſoning into love. 
Car. Muſt I deſpair then? Do not ſhake me thus: 
. . | My 


Car. Ah, why ſo ſad ? You know each figh does fhake me; 


Wr {> OT 228. Oo OQ _ 


—_—_ 


Ta REVENGE. 13 


My tempeſt-beaten heart is cold to death. 

AR! turn, and let me warm me in thy beauties. 

Heav*ns! what a I gave but two nights paſt 

Of matchleſs love! To me at thy feet, 

I lighted friendſhip, and I from fame ; 

Nor heard the ſummons of the next day's battle : 

But darting headlong to thy arms, I left 

The promis d fight, I left Alonzo too 

To ttand the war, and quell a world alone. [ Trumpets. 
Leen. The victor comes. My lord, I muſt withdraw. 
Car. And muſt you go ? 
Leon. Why ſhould you wiſh me ftay ? | 

Your hos my arrival will bring — to you, 

M ce none; it pains you myſelf; 

For our ſakes it me to withdraw. [ Ex Leon. 
Car. Sure, there's no peril but in love. how 

My foes would boaſt to ſee me look fo pale! 


Emer Alonzo. 


Car. Alonzo ! 

Alon. Carlos !-— am whole again; 
Claſpt in thy arms, it makes my heart entire. 

Car. Whom dare I thus embrace ? the conqueror 
Of Africk ? 

Yes, much more, Don Caries friend. 

The conqueſt of the world would coſt me dear, 
Should it beget one thought of diſtance in thee. 


J riſe in virtues to come nearer thee. 


eye, 

mor y's reward. 7 him. 
Car. A vittory indeed! your SE —o_—_ 
——— — of 
1 . the 
As frighted paſſengers from off the firand, 

"Twas Carli conquer d, tas his cruel chains. 

Inflam'd me to a rage unknown before, | 
And threw my former a&ions far behind. 


ca, 


Car, 


14 Tuz REVENGE. 
Car. I love fair Leoxera. How I love her! 


all my heart to thee. 
a of triumph known. 
captive in my train, 


For I dare 
2 
There's not a 


In his captivity, thou know'ft Don Carles, 
My friend (and never was a friend more dear) 
me his advocate in love, 

To talk to Zronora's heart, and make 

A tender party in her thoughts for him. 

What did I do? 1 4 | 

One thing there is might leſſen my offence, 

Gf dach offence admits of ing lefſen'd) 

I thought ham dead; for (by what fate I know not) 

His letters never reach'd mee. 

| Zan. Thanks to Zanga, Is | 

Whothence contriv d that evil which has happen'd. fas. 
Alen. 
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Yes, curs'd of heav'n! I lov'd myſelf, and now 


| reſcu'd from the Moors, 
| 1 home my rival in my friend. 
2 We hear, my Lord, that in that action too, 


oy id — with more than the expence of mine 3 
For, oh ! this day is mention'd for their nuptials. 
But fee, ſhe ge rpg he wy ona: and die. 


» 5 Would nature were 2 

But others groans ſhall tell the world my death. cn. 
Carl. e When nature ends with an 

| Sinners ſhall take their laſt leave 

And bid his light adieu. 


Leon. The mighty conqueror 
iſmay'd ! I thought you gave 


hey permit ou 


* Without h 

| I fondly thought a laſt look might be kind. 
F 

| 

| 


Has, to comfort, made it ſweet to . 
3 Lin. Farewelt for ever — Sweet to dis!—O heav'n! 
Alan. 
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ty. 
I often figh'd, nay, wept ; but not. it: 
dane 


is hike ſtamping on the murder d „ 
ife is fled ; moſt barbarous, and unjuſt. 
Leon. If from your guilt none ſuffer'd but yourſelf, 


It might be ſo. Farewell. [ Going. 


Alon. Who ſuffers with me? 
now, 


pp 


8 
4 


0 


f 


yet 
it be ſo; ſhould her tears flow from thence ; 
would my foul blaze up in ectafy! 


1 


» 
7 
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1» 

4 
5 
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l when 1 Alonzs's tears, 


2 


weep by chance, nor have my tears a mean- 
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I knew their meaning well. 
at. dab and takes ber 


i ! what is this? That excellence for 
w 
Deſire was planted in the heart of man; 
LL ſu reme reward on thi fide heav'n ; 

foul! —and this deſtroys me — 
Inge, Tx me that thou didſt hate. 


of ou. I ftruggled with my paſſion, 
And fruggled long; ; tet that be ſome excuſe. 
dr. Unkind you know I think your love a 
4 bleflings ; ti price 
Of fighs and groans, year of : 
But, oh! the curſe of curſes! — O my friend ! — 
p Wh foyo Love? — Speak, Leonera. 
W my — 
Leon. Was it for you, my Lord, to be fo quick 
In finding out objections to our love? 
Think you fo ſtrong my love, or weak my virtue, 
It was unſafe to leave that part to me ? 
2 Is not the day then fix'd for your eſpouſals? 
Lion. Indeed, my father once had t that way z 
But marking how the marriage pain'd my 
Long he ſtood doubtful, but at laft refolv'd 
Your counſcl, which determines him in all, 
Should finiſh the debate. 
Alon. O agony ! 
Mult I not dig loſe her, but be made 
Myſelf the inſtrument ? not only die, 
But plunge the dagger — 
This is refining on 
Leon. hos nj do you — leſt you ould 'be 
mine 
For what elſe can you tremble ? not for that 
1 places in your power to alter. 2 
hat's in m 0 to my 
friend! — — Leon. 
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Alon. Oh —— 
Yes, take a limb; but let my virtue "ſcape. 
Alas! my foul, this moment I die for thee. 
[ Breaks ay. 
Leon. And are you perjur'd then for virtue's ſake ? 
How often have you ſworn! but go for ever — [SC. 


joy! 
ever l 
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ACT H. SCENE I. 


I But when arriv'd your diſmal news ? 

Man. This hour. 

Zan. What, not a veſſel fav'd? 
Devour'd ; and now o'er his late envy'd fortune 
The dolphins bound, and wat'ry mountains roar, 
Triumphant in his ruin. 

Zan. Is Alen. 

Determin'd to deny his 
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Honeſt than ſubtle, above fraud himſelf, 


in another ? 


but ſo the world thinks of 


[Exit Lab. 


tablets hither. 


father” 


ago my 


bed, and fmiFd 


'd around my 


He fmil'd a j 


upon me; 


underftood 


then little 


Joy 
It muſt be ſo — and if ſo, it is 


Worth waking of the dead 
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To age and illneſs, 
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An artificial happineſs from pains : 
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ru to Don Carlos, if my heart will let me. 
I have not ſeen him fince his fore affliction ; 
But ſhun'd it, as too terrible to bear. 
How ſhall I bear it now? Pm ſtruck already. [Ex. Alun. 

Zan. Half of my work is done. I muſt ſecure 
Don Carlos, ere Alonzo ſpeaks with him. 

. [ He gives a meſſage to a ſervant, then returns. 
Proud, Spain oft drench'd in Mooriſb blood; 
Doſt thou not feel a deadly foe within thee ? 
Shake not the tow'rs where-c'er I paſs along, 
Conſcious of ruin, and their great 
Shake to the center, if Alonzo's dear. 
Look down, O holy ! ſee me torture 
This Chriſtian Dog, this Infidel, which dares 
To ſmite thy votaries, and ſpurn thy law, 
And yet hopes pleaſure from two radiant eyes, 
Which look as if they were lighted up for thee ! 
Shall he enjoy thy iſe below? 
the bold 


Car. Hope, thou haſt told me lies from 

For more than twenty years. 8 
None here are happy but the very fool, 

Or very wiſe; and I wasn't fool enough 

To ſmila in vanities, and hug a ſhadow ; 
Nor have I wifdom to elaborate 


Ev'n joys are pains, becauſe they cannot laſt. [Sighs. 
Yet much is talk'd of blifs ; it is the art 
Of ſuch as have the world in their poſſeſſion, 

To give it a name, that fools may envy ; 
For envy to ſmali minds is flattery. 

How many lift the head, look gay, and ſmile 
Againf their conſciences? And this we know, 


B Yet 
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Yet knowing, diſbelieve ; and try again 

What we have try'd, and ftruggle with conviction. 

Each new experience gives the former credit; 

And reverend grey threeſcore is but à voucher 

That thirty told us true. | 
Zan. My noble Lord, 

I mourn your fate; but are no hopes ſurviving ? 
Car. No hopes. Alvarez has a heart of flee]: 

"Tis fixt, tis paſt, tis abſolute deſpair. ; 
Zan, You wanted not to have your heart made tender 

By your own pains to feel a friend's diſtreſs. ö 
Car. I underſtand you well. Alonzo loves ; 

I pity him. 
Zan. I dare be ſworn you do. 

Yet he has other thoughts. 

Car. What canſt thou mean ? 

Zan. Indeed he has ; and I 
A ttranger from a ſtranger might 3 
What coſts you nothing, yet in all to him ; 
Nay, what indeed will to your glory add, 

For nothing more than wiſhing your friend well. 
Car. I pray be plair; his happineſs is mine. 
Zan. He loves to death, but ſo reveres his friend, 

He can't perſuade his heart to wed the maid 

Without your leave, and that he fears to aſk. 

In perfect tenderneſs I urg'd him to it. 

Knowing the deadly ſickneſs of his heart, 

Your overflowing goodneſs to your friend, 

Your wiſdom, and deſpair yourſelf to wed her, 

I wrung a promiſe from him he would try : 

And now I come, a matual friend to both, 

Without his privacy, to let you know it, 

And to prepare you kindly to receive him. 

Car. Ha! if he weds [ am undone, indeed ; 

Not Don Alvarez” ſelf can then relieve me. 


Zan. Alas, my Lord ! you know his heart is fteel, 
"Tir fix, "tis pa, "tis abfelure deſpair. 
Car. Ocruel Heav'n ! and is it not enough 
That I muſt never, never ſee her more | 


Say, 


4 
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Say, is it not enough that I muſt die, 
But I muſt be tormented in the grave ? — | 
Aſk my conſent ? — Muſt I then give her to him? 
Lead to his nuprial ſheets the bluſhing maid ? 
Ob! Leorora ! never, never, never! 
Zan. A ſtorm of p apoa him! he refuſes. 
Car. What! wed her? —and to-day ? 
Zan. 'To-day, or never. 
To-morrow may ſome wealthier Lover bring, 
And then Alonzo is thrown out, like you; 
Then whom ſhall he condemn for his misfortune ? 
Carlos is an Alvarez to his love. 
Car. O torment! Whither ſhall I turn? 


[ji 


I dare not diſbelieve you. 

Car. Kill my friend! | 
Or worſe —— alas! and can there be a worſe ? = — 
A worſe there is; nor can my nature bear it. | 

Zan. You have convinc'd me, tis a dreadful taſk. 

F find, Alonzo's quitting her this morning 

For Carles fake, in tenderneſs to you, 

Betray'd me to believe it lefs ſevere 

Than I perceive it is. 

Car. Thou doſt upbraid me. 

Zan. No, my Lord ; but fince you can't comply, 
"Tis my misfortune that I mention's it; | 
For had I not, 4/oxzo would indeed | | 
Have dy'd, as now, but not by your decree. : 

Car. By my decree! do I decree his death? 

I do—— Shall I then fend her to his arms? 
Oh! which fide ſhall I take ? be ftabb'd ? or—ſtabd'd ? 
"Tis equal death! a choice of agonies —— 
Ah, no! all other agonies are caſe 
To one O Leonora ! —— never, never! 
* Zang a, go, defer the 4 trial, * 

bat a day, ſomething perchance may happen 
To foften all to friendſhip and to love. q 

2 2, 
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proipeR of the grave. 
But put it moſt ſeverely — ſhould I live — 


r there is no 
in thy time, O man ! What's 


is an impotence in miſery, 
Which makes me ſmile, when all its ſhafts are in me. 
Yet, Leonora —— ſhe can make time 
Its nature alter, as the alter'd mine. 
While in the luftre of her charms I lay, 
Whole ſummer ſuns roll'd unperceiv'd away; 
I years for days, and days for moments told, 
And was ſarpriz'd to hear that I grew old; 
Now fate does rigidly its dues regain, 
And every moment 15 an age of pain. 


be i | Enter and Alonzo. 
Hs be is going out, ——_ Zanga 


Zan. Is this Don Carla:? this the boaſted friend? 
How can you turn your back upon his ſadneſs ? 
Look on him, and then leave him, if you can. 
Whoſe forxows thus depreſs him? Not his own ; 
This moment he could wed, without your leave. 

Car. I cannot yield; nor can I bear his gri 


Alonzo! {Going 40 bin, and taking bis þ 
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cauſe thy dreadful fate? 


ll as 


- You harp yourſelf unjuſtly ; well I know 
my ſevere affliction. 


I gave thee to maintain. Ah! who could bear 
Thoſe eyes, unhurt ? The wounds myſelf have felt, 
(hich wounds alone ſhould cauſe me to condemn thee) 
plead in thy excuſe ; for I too ſtrove 
Li Lap ot on per d found * twas not in man. 
"bm. You caſt in des the ef. Bead, 
And ſoften all; but think not you deceive me: 


know guilt, and I im 
==> CO © your pardon, 
Car him, but this morning, threw 
m his heart, all bath'd 
> 5nd bluſhing with her love! 
a roſe-leaf, wet wi morning dew, 
ſtuck cloſe, and ck for ever there! 


mag My Lord, my 


25. 2 this is your time 
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Alon. to Zan.) Becauſe he's kind ? It therefore is the 
worſt; | 
For *tis his kindneſs which I fear to hurt. 
Shall the ſame moment fee him fink in woes, 
And me providing for a flood of joys, 
Rich in the plunder of his happineſs ? 
No, I may die ; but I can never ſpeak. a 
Car. Now, now it comes ! they are concerting it, 
The firſt word ſtrikes me dead O Leonora! 
And fhall another taſte her fragrant breath ? | 
Who knows what after-time may bring to paſs ? 
Fathers may change, and I may wed her ſtill. Alu. 
* him quite poſſe ſs d with 
angu 
Which, bke a Demon, writhes him to and fro; 
And ſhall I pour in new? No fond defire, 
No love; one pang at parting, and farewell. 
I have no other love but Cart. now. | 
Car. Alas, my friend! why with ſuch eager graſp 
Doſt preſs my hand, and weep upon my cheek ? 
Alon. If after death our forms (as ſome believe) 
Shall be trauſparent, naked every thought, 
And friends meet friends, and read each others hearts, 
Thou'lt know, one day, that thou waſt held moſt dear. 
Farewell. 
Car. Alonzo, ſtay he cannot ſpeax Held: him. 
Leſt it ſhould grieve me —— Shall | be out-done, 
And loſe in glory, as I loſe in love? [Aldi. 
I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, 
Yau think ſo meanly of me, not to ſpeak, 
When well I know your heart is near to burſting. 
Have you forgot how you have bound me to you? 
Your ſmalleſt friendſhip's liberty and life. 
Alen. "There, there it is, my friend, it cuts me there. 
How dreadful is it to a gen'rous mind, 
To aſk, when ſure he cannot be deny'd ! 
Cr. How greatly thought! In all he tow'rs above 


me. [Alide. 
Then you confeſs you would aſk ſomething of 


me ? 
Alon. 
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. No, on my ſoul. 

„ Glorious ſpirit ! 

hy, what a pang has he run through for this ? 
'n, Lenvy him his agonies. 

Why was not me the mofellafrions lot, 


Of ſtarting at one action from below, 


And flaming up into conſummate greatneſs ? 
Ha !—angels ſtrengthen me !—]1t ſhall be ſo— 
I can't want ftren Great actions, once conceiv'd, 
Strengthen like wine, and animate the ſoul, 
And call themſelves to being. ¶ Aide. My Alonzo ! 
Since thy great foul diſdains to make requeſt, 
Receive with favour that I make to thee. R 
Alon. What means. my Carlos? 
Car. Pray obſerve me well. 
Fate and Abvares tore her from my heart, 
And plucking up my love, they had well nigh 
Pluck'd up life too, for they were twin'd together. 
Of that no more — What now does Reaſon bid? 
I cannot wed — Farewell my happineſs ! 
But, O my foul, with care provide for her's ! 
In life. how weak, how is a woman? 
Soon hurt; in happineſs itſelf unſafe, 
And often wounded vile the plucks the roſe ; 
So properly the object of afflition, 
That heav's is plead to make Gifeks become her, 
And dreſſes her moſt in tears. 
Take then my heart in. dowry with the fair, 
Be thou her guardian, and thou muſt be mine, 
Shut out the thouſand prefling ills of life, 


ö os n 
Which, with thy foes, mans 7 pres cx wage hr 
But have a care, nor think I can be pleas'd 

With any thing that lays in pains for thee. 
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Thou doſt diſſembie, and thy heart's in tears. 
Car. My heart's in health, my n dance Geir 


round, 

And at my eye pleaſure looks out in ſmiles. 4 
Alen. And canſt thou, canſt thou part with A 
Car. 1 do not part with her, 1 give her thee. * Ha 
Alon. O Carls! 5 {td 
Car. Don't diſturb me, Pm fincere. 

Nor is it more than fimple juſtice in me. 

This morn didſ thou refign her for my ſake ; 

I but perform a virtue learnt from thee; 

Diſcharge a debt, and pay her to thy wiſhes. - | 
Alon. Ah! how ? — but think not words were ever 

For ſuch occafions. Silence, tears, embraces, 

Are languid eloquence ; I'll feek relief | 

In abſence from the pain of ſo much 

'There thank the bleſt above, 4 Tg 

Adore, and raiſe my thoughts of aye thee. ['Exiz. 
Zan. Thus far ſucceſs has crown'd my boldeſt hope. 

My next care is to haſten theſe new nu 

And then my maſter-works begin to [ {fde. 

Why this was greatly done, without one ich. [To Car. 

'To carry ſuch a glory to its 
Car. Too ſoon thou praiſeſt 1 He's gone, and now 

I muſt unfluice my over-burthen's _ 

And let it flow. 2 

Wich tears ; nor interrupt my great 8 

Great, ſure, as ever human breaſt durſt of. 

But now my ſorrows, long with pain ſuppreſt, 

Burſt their confinement with impetuous ſway, 

O'er-fwell all bounds, and bear cen life away. 

So, till the day was won, the Greek renown'd 

With anguiſh wore the arrow in his wound, 

Then drew the ſhaft from out his tortur'd fide, 


Let guſh the torrent of his blood, and dy'd. 
Leut. 
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ACT In. SCENE I. 


Euter Tanga and Iſabella. 
2 AN G4. 
Joy, thou welcome ſtranger l twice three years 


I have not felt thy vital beam; but now 
It warms,my veins, and plays around my heart: 


A ſiery inftin& lifts me from the ground, | 

And cold I mount——<he ſpirits numberleſs 3 
Of my dear countrymen, which yeſterday y 
Left their poor bleeding bodies on the field, 


Are all afſembled here, and o'er-inform me 
O bridegroom ! great indeed thy preſent bliſs ; * 
Yet ev'n by me unenvy'd ; for be ſure 
It is thy laſt, thy laſt ſmile, that which now 
Sits on thy cheek ; enjoy it while thou may t; 
Anguiſh, and groans, and death beſpeak to-morrow. 
My 1/abella ! 
Jab. What commands my Moor ? | 
Zan. My fair ally ! my lovely minifter! 
"Twas well Avarer, by my arts impell'd. 
(To plunge Dan Carls in the laſt deſpair, 
And fo prevent all future moleſtation) 
Finiſh'd the nuptials ſoon as he reſolv'd them; + 
This conduct ripen' d all for me, and ruin. 
Scarce had the prieſt the holy rite perform'd, 
When I, by facred tnfpiration, ſorg' d ir 
That letter, which I truſted to thy had: 1 
B; l eee 
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That letter, which in glowing terms conveys, 
From happy Carle to fair Leoxora, 
'The ackflowled t of heart 
Fer wondroes tranſj which he never knew. 
'This is a good ſu jent artifice, 
To aid the nobler workings of my brain. 

Lab. I quickly dropt it in the bride's apartment, 
As you commanded. 

Zan. With a lucky hand; 
For ſoon Aloxzo found it; I obſerv'd him 
From out my ſecret ſtand. He took it up; 
But ſcarce was it unfolded to his fight, 
When he, as if an arrow pierc'd his eye, 
Started, and trembling dropt it on the ground. 
Pale and aghaſt a while my victim ſtood, 
Diſguis'd a figh or two, and puff d them from him; 
Then rubb'd his brow, and took it up agai 
At firſt he look'd as if he meant to read it; 
But check'd by riſing fears, he cruſh'd it thus, 
wg — 1 Genes in his boſom, 

- But if be it not, it cannot ſti i 

At leaſt not mortally. „ 
Zax. At firſt I thought ſo; 
But farther thought informs me otherwiſe, 
And turns this diſappointment to account. 
He more ſhall credit it becauſe unſeen, 
(If *tis unſeen) as thou anon may ſt find. 
Jas. That would indeed commend my Zanga's ſkill. 
Zan. This, I/abells, is Don Carle, picture; 
Take it, and fo diſpoſe of it, that found, 
It may riſe up a witneſs of her love, 
Under her pillow, in her cabinet, 
Or elſewhere as ſhall beſt promote our end. 

Jab. I'll weigh it as its conſequence requires, 
Then do my utmoſt to deſerve your ſmile 


Ir. Iſabella. 
Zan. Is that Alonzo on the ground !— 
Now he ſtarts up like from ſleeping embers, 


Aud wild diſtraction glares from either eye. a 


EN 


_ 4. 
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If thus a ſlight ſurmiſe can work his ſoul, 
How will the fulneſs of the tempeſt tear him! ' 


Eater Alonzo. 


Ati. 


If the firſt glance, which gave ſuſpici » 
he ol gan, aded gore Wes nlp 
The certainty would daſh me all in pieces. 


Zan. Hold there, and we ſucceed. He has 'd 
me. 

And (for he knows I love him) will unfold 
His aching heart, and reſt it ow my counſel. 
Fil ſeem to go, to make my ſtay more ſure. [Afide. 
lan. Hold, Zanga, turn. 

Zar. My lord. 
Alex. Shut cloſe the doors, 
That not a ſpirit find an entrance here. 
. Zan. My lord's obey'd. 

Alan. I fee that thou art frighted. 
If thou doſt love me, I ſhall Hir thy heart 


With ſcorpions ſtings. 

Zan. If Ido n N 
An. Come near me; let me reſi upon thy boſom; 
(What pillow like the boſom of a friend 7) 
N * 

8 Sir, a 

Alon. And is there need 
Of wards? Behold a wonder! See my tears ! 

2 1 beel them roo. Heav'n grant my ſenſes fail 


I cather would loſe them, than have this zeal. 
Bs Alen. 


It cannot Ha! it muſt, it muſt be true. —_— 
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len. Go, take a round thro? all things in thy 


And find that one; for there is only one 
Which cou'd extort my tears; find that, and tell 
Thy ſelf my miſery, and ſpare me the 

Zan. Sorrow 


pain. 
can think but ill — I am bewilder'd ; 
T know not where I am. 


Alon. Think, think no more, 
It ne er can enter in an honeſt heart. 
I' tell thee then I cannot— yet I do, 
By wanting force to give it utterance. 
Zan. Speak, eaſe your heart; its throbs will break 


Ao. 1 2m mot happy: mine is victory, 
Mine the king's favour, mine the nation's ſhout, 


And great men make their fortunes of my ſmiles. 
O curſe of curſes! in the lap of bleſſin 


Alon. My Leonora's falſe ! 
Zan. Then heav'n has loſt its i 


[While Zanga reads the letter, be trembles, — 
the utmoſt concern.” 


Auen. Good-natur'd man! he makes my pains his 
own. 
n but I read it now 


A. Why didſt thou tear it? 
— en oh. 

was your miſtake, and groundlefs are fo 

Aion. And didſt thou tremble —— 
Or give the whole contents, or by the pangs 
Tha feed upon my heart, thy like's in danger, 


Lan, 
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Zanga ! 
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Which calls for jadgments on diftinguiſh'd guik, 
And loves to make our crime our puniſhment. 
Love is my torture, love was firſt my crime; 
For ſhe was his, my friend's, and he (O horror !) 
Confided all in me. O facred faith ! 

How dearly I abide thy violation! 

Zan. Were then their loves far gone? 

Alen. The father's will 
There bore a total ſway ; and he, as foon 
rom off our wi we of gold, 
Lee 
Carl return, ſhould ſee his daughter wed. 

Zan. Indeed, my lord ; then you muſt pardon me, 
If I preſume to mitigate the crime. mY 
Con „ ftron allurements ſoften guilt ; 
Long was his 2 . ardent was his love, 
At midnight his return, the next day deftin'd 
For his s — 'twas a ſtrong temptation. 

Alan. —＋ 1 | 

Zan. "Twas - I one night. 

Alon. One night 

Zan. That crime could ne er return again. 

Alon, Again! By heav'n, thou dot ale thy lord. 

ation! One night gain! O ſtings and death! 
OT Oo webs 


To ruſh at once into a paſſion 
Twas time to feign, twas time to get another, 
When her firft fool was ſated with her beauties. 

Zan. What ſays my lord? Did Leoxera then 
Never before diſcloſe her paſſion for you? 
Alon. Never. 


40 TRY REVENGE 
- Zan. the whole three ? 
wa O never! never! | _ 

7. 4, ſnould'ſt thou firive! Tis all in vain 
d a labour i can do red . 
or catch at. m plunging down 
Ten thouſand thouſand in deſpair. 
rake aw PI break your fall Wave ev'ry 
And be a man agai Had he enjoy'd her 
Be moſt aſſur d, be had refign'd = you. 
With leſs reluctance. 
* A. Reſign heÞto me 

: — Who refign'd her? — Double death! 

How could I doubt ſo long ? My heart is broke. F 
Firſt love her to diſtraction ! then refign her! 
er $4 
Alon. Grant he fill refign'd. 3 that's enough. 
Would he pluck out his eye to give it me? i q 
'Tear out his heart? — She — heart no more — 
Nor was it with reluctance he refign'd her; 
By heav'n he aſk'd, he courted me to wed. 
I thought it ſtrange 
Zan. Was't his 


| 


r 8 
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ihr E 
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Als. Had I ten thouſand lives, I'd give them all 
tis dooms-day with me. 
And 
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And yet ſhe ſeem'd fo that I heav'n 
Ro IN | 
To gain her lovers with the ſons of men. 
| [Exit Alonzo. 


of «Eater Iſabella. 


Zax. Thus far it works auſpiciouſly. My patient 
Thrives underneath n | 
_ He's to think ; is, to be diftraſted. 

Jad. 1 overheard your conference, and ſaw you, 


Zan. 2 what is well? O pang to 
o dire ! is this my province | 
Whither, my ah! hater 
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A point ſublime, can ſuch a tak — . 
To wade throꝰ ways obſcene, my honour bend, 
* 3 
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Zan. Force the ſecret from her! 
What's perjury to ſuch ig 
Will ſhe confeſs it then? 
But reſt aſſur d, — 
Or falſe or true, r 


Such 1s her father 
| 1 J more, Year not; 


beneath this load, ru die. 
ws — rr 
Grant you ſhould know it, would not that 
Alon. No, Ren 
By hatred and contempt I ſhould deſpiſe ber, 
And all my love-bred agonies would vaniſh. 
Zan. Ah! were I ſure of that, my lord — , 
Alon. What then ? ; | 
Zan. You ſhould not hazard life to gain the ſecret. 
2 Thou know'ſt Pm on 
t 
III not be play'd with; ſpeak, if thou haſt aught, 
Or I this inſtant fly to Leonora. 
' Zan. That is, to death. My lord, Iam not yet 
Quite fo far gone in guilt to ſuffer it, 
Tho? gone too far, heav'n knows —*Tis I am —— 
I have took pains, as you I know obſerv'd, 
To hinder you from diving in the fecret, 
And turn d afide your thoughts from the deteftion. 
Alon. Thou doſt confound me. 
| Zan. I confound myſelf, 
And frankly own it, though to my ſhame-Lown it; 
Nought but your life in danger could have torn 
hap og and made me own my crune. 


28 quickly; 2 ſpeak. 
— 


Firſt I mult b afur'd, 1 
The fair one guilty, ſcorn, as you aſſur' d me, 
Shall conquer love and rage, 28 
Alen. Oh! *twill, by heav'n. 
Zan. Alas! 1 fear it much, 
And ſcarce can hope fo far; but I of this 
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"Tis thro? his brain, his eye-balls in ang. [ {ide. 
harry yn yok. te 

Speak to me, let me know that you ſtill live. 

Do not you know me, Sir? Pray look upon me; 

You thiok too deeply y. Pm your own 
So lov'd, fo cheriſh'd, and fo faithful to ou. 
Why — 2 1 fury? Nay, my lord, 

For heav'n's' fake ſheath your frord! What can thi 


were lower ſtill ! O the was all !— 


and my love of arms, 
—— 2 
ings of my heart 
the dearer ſhe. 
ſet nature on a blaze, 
away 
To think on't is the torment of the damn'd, | 
And not to think on't is impoſſible. 
How fair the cheek that alarm'd my foul! 
Hove bright the eye that ſt it on «flame! 
the breaſt on whach I laid my peace 
* to flumber, unawak'd by care! 
Hon fierce the ! how ſublime the bliſ: ! 
deep, how black the horror, and deſpair ! 
S — —— 
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Alex. Villain, no! 
He dy'd in the arbour, he was marder's thee 3 
I am hi Demon: tho'— My wife | my wife! 
Zan. Alas! he weeps, - 
A 2 
— But hat de 10 ot ned cured 
And 
Zan. I 4 
Alon. And | would pledge the. Pray let me think, " 
And reaſon mildly. — Wedded and undone 
Before one night deſcends. O haſty evil! 
What friend to comfort me in my extreme ! 
Where's Cars Why is Carl abſent from me ? 
Does he know what has happen d? 
n 
2 of horrors! Helo— boſom 


Zan. Alas! compoſe yourſelf, lord. 
Ales. To death! * 
1 


Gaze on her with both eyes fo | 
Give them the vultures, tear him all in pieces! 
Zan. Moſt excellent ! LN. 
Alon. nn. 
In yonder arbour bound wit | 
Who's that? What villain's that? unhand her 
Murder 
Tear them afunder—— Murder How they grind 
beach - amd my heart ! 
Yet let it Embracing and ad?! 
O peftilence!— Who ter N in! A traitor. 
[Goes to flab Tanga, be prevents him. 
Alas! my head turns round, and my limbs fail-me. 
Zan, My lord! 
Alen. O villain, villain moſt accurſt ! 
If thou didft know it, why didft let me wed ? 
Zan. Hear me, my lord, your anger will abate. 
I knew it not, I ſaw them in the 
But for no mere then you miphC wal mayo 
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Leon. If my regards for you are flattery, 
Il far indeed I ftretch'd the compliment 
Ia this day's folemn rite. 


fouls as yours ; 
If fair NG, I 22 your tan. 
Ales. Innocent! LY. 


Why, I could thy looks for ever 
drink in al my being from thine eyes 3 
And I could ſnatch a flaming thunderbolt, 
And hurl deſtruction.— 


Leon. How, my lord, what mean you ? 
Acquaiat me with the ſecret of your heart, 
Or caſt me out for ever from your love. 
Alon. Art thou concern'd for me? 


Leon. My lord, you fright me. 
* N 
am 
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I am ill us'd, my lord, I muſt not bear it. 
| odbeged ogaby radar ren þ tab 
Your very eyes, why are t to ſhun me? 
rere 8 

[ Taking bis band, 


And I will have it. Am not I your wife? 

Have not I juft authority to know 

That heart, which I have purchas'd with my own ? 
it before me, then; it is my due, 

Unkind Aenne tho I might demand it, 

I! , Leanora 'kneels, 


Joys 
wedded 
with when 


„and nature holds my hand. 
thus—No more; it is determin'd. 


Enter 
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Enter Zanga. 


Zan. I fear his heart has fail'd him. She muſt die. 
Can I not rouze the ſnake that's in his boſom, 
To fting our human nature, and effect it? [Aldi. 
Alon. This vaſt and ſolid earth, that blazing ſun, 
Thoſe ſkies thro* which it rolls, muſt all have end. 
What then is man? the ſmalleſt part of nothing. 

Day buries day, month month, and year the year. 
Our life is but a chain of many deaths; 
Can then death's felf be fear'd ? our life much rather. 
228 e the ſolitude; 
joins us to the great majority : 
*Tis to be borne to Plates, and to Ceſar ; 
Tis to be great for ever; 
Tis pleaſure, tis ambition, then, to die. 

Zan. I think, my lord, you talk'd of death. 

Alon. I did. 

Zan. I give joy, then Leontora's dead. 

Alon. No, Zanga, the greateſt goilr is mine. 
"Tis mine, who might have mark d his midnight v'ſit, 
Who might have mark'd his tameneſs to _— 
Who might have mark'd her ſudden turn of 
Theſe, and a thouſand tokens more; and yet, 
(For whick the Saints abſolve my ſoul !) did wed. 

Zar. Where does this tead ? 

Alon. To ſhed a woman's blood © 
Would ſtain my ſword, and make my wars inglorious ; 
But juſt reſentment in myſelf bears in it 
A ſtamp of above vulgar minds. 
He who, ſuperior to the checks of nature, 
Dares make his life the victim of his reaſon, 
Does, in ſome ſort, that reafon deify, 

And take a flight at heav'n. 

Zan. Alas! my lord, 

*T'is not your reaſon, but her beauty, finds 
C 2 
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Thoſe arguments, and throws you on your ſword. 

You cannot cloſe an eye that is ſo bright, 

You cannot ſtrike a breaft that is fo ſoft, 

That has ten thouſand ecſtafies in ſtore — | 

For Carla:? —=— No, my lord, I mean for you. 
_ thro” my heart and marrow! Pr'ythee 

me : 

Mo mee opdeats the weakreſs of thy lord. 

] own, I try'd, I quarrel'd with my heart, 

And puſn'd it on, and bid it give her death; 

But, oh ! her eyes ſtruck firit, and murder'd me. 
Zan. I know not what to anſwer to my lord. 

Men are but men ; we did not make ourſelves. 

Farewell then, my beſt lord, ſince you muſt die. 

© that I were to ſhare your monument, 

And in eternal darkneſs cloſe theſe eyes 

Againſt thoſe ſcenes which I am doom'd to ſuffer ! 
Alon. What doſt thou mean ? 
Zan. And is it then unknown ? 

O grief of heart, to think that you ſhould aſk it! 

Sure you diſtruſt that ardent love I bear you, 

Elſe could you doubt when you are laid in duſt — 

But it will cut my poor heart through and through, 

To ſee thoſe revel on your ſacred tomb, 

Who brought you thither by their lawleſs loves. 

For there they'll revel, and exult to find 

Him fo faſt, who glſe might mar their joys. 
Alex. 1 Don Carles, well thou 

now 

Is ſheath'd in ſteel, and bent on other thoughts. 
Zan. I'll work him to the murder of his friend; 

Yes, till the fever of his blood returns, 

While her laſt kiſs ſtill glows upon his cheek. [AA. 

But when ke finds Alonzo is no more, 

How will he ruſb, like lightning, to her arms! 

There ſigh, there nals how pour out his ſoul ; 

But not in grief fad obſequies to thee | —— 

But thou wilt be at peace, nor ſee, nor hear 


The 
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The ing kiſs, the ſigh of ecſtaſy, 
Their throbbi g hear that jt one another: 
Thank heav'n, torments will be all my own, 
Alen. I'll eaſe thee of that pain. Let Carle die, 
O'ertake him on the road, and fee it done. 


"Tis my command. [ Eives his Signed. 
Zan. I oy one ny: 
Alon. My Zanga, now I have thy leave to die. 


Zan. Ah, Sir ! think, think again. Are all men buried 
In Carla grave? You know not woman- kind. 
When once the throbbing of the heart has broke 
The modeſt zone, with which it firſt was ty'd, 
Each man ſhe meets will be a Carle to her. 

Alen. om thought has more of hell than had che 
Another, and another, and another ! 
And each ſhall caſt a ſmile upon my tomb. 
I am convine'd ; I muſt not, will not die. 

Zan. You cannot die; nor can you murder her, 
What then remains? In nature no third way, 
But to forget, and fo to love again. 
2 = fo the world will call 
Zan. If you forgive, the wor you good's 
If you the world will call you wi/c ; nn 
If you receive her to your grace again, 
The world will call you, very, very kind. 
Alon. Zanga, I underſtand thee well. She dies, 
Tho' my — trembles at . tho dies. * 

Zan. That's truly x t thi "twas 
The Greek and 2412 in ſuch a lute, a 
But doing right in ſtern deſpite to nature, 
Shutting their ears to all her little cries, 
When great, auguſt, and god-like juſtice call'd ? 
At Aulis one pour'd out a daughter's life, 
And gain'd m_ _ all his wars; 
ans « $4 his — 5 rage; 

ird, the theme of all ſueceeding times, 
Gave to the cruel ax — 
= l 
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Nay, more, for juſtice ſome devote themſelves, 
As he at Carthage, an immortal name ! 
Yet there is one ſtep left above em all, 
Above their hiſtory, above their fable, 
A Wife, Bride, Miſtreſs, unenjoy d do that, 
And tread upon the Greek and Roman glory. 
Alon. Tis done! —— Again new tranſports fire my 
brain : b 
I had forgot it; tis my bridal night. 
Friend, give me 28 muſt be together ; 
And when with garlands the bowl is crown'd, 
And mufick gives the elevating found, 
And golden carpets ſpread the ſacred floor, 
And a new day the blazing tapers pour ; 
Thou, Zanga, thou my folemn friends invite, 


From the dark realms of ev ing night ; 
Call Ven „call the Furies, call Deſpair, 
And — 2 chief - invited » be there ; 


geſt 
He, with pale hand, ſhall lead the Bride, and foread 
Eternal curtains round our nuptial bed. Excunt, 
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ACT V. SCENE Il. 


Enter Alonzo. 


ALONZO. 


Pitiful ! O terrible to fight! 
Poor mangled ſhade ! all cover'd o'er wich 


wounds, 
And fo diſguis'd with blood — Who murder'd thee ? 
Tell thy fad tale, and thou ſhalt be reveng' d. 


Ha! Carlss?— Horror! Car- —Oh, away! 


Go to the grave, or let me fink to mine. 

I cannot bear the fight—What fight ?—Where am I ? 
There's nothing here If this was fancy's work, 
She draws a pi ſtrongly. 


Enter Zanga. 


Alon. Is Carlos murder'd ? 

Zan. I obey'd your order. 
Six ruſſians overtook him on the road; 
He fought as he was wont, and four he flew, 
Then funk beneath an hundred wounds, to death. 
= laſt ＋ open Alonzo, and defir'd 

s bones might near yours. 

Alon. O Zanga / a / 
But PII not think; for 1 muſt act, and thinking 
Would ruin me for action. O the medley 
Of right and wrong! the chaos of my brain! 

C4 He 
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H: hionld, and ſhould not die You ſhould obey, 
And not obey —— lt is a day of darkneſs, 

Of contradictions, and of many deaths. 

Where's Leonora, then? Quick, anſwer me: 

I'm deep in horrors, PlI be deeper (ill. 

] knd thy artifce did take effect, 

And ſhe forgives my late deportment to her. 

Zan. | told her, from your childhood, you was wont, 
On any great ſurprize, but chiefly then 
Wen cauſe of forrow bore it e 
To have your paſſion ſhake the feat of reaſon ; 

A momentary ill, which ſoon blew o'er. 

Then did I tell her of Don Carlos? death, 

(Wiſely ſuppreſſing by what means he fell) 

And laid the blame on that. At firſt ſhe doubted ; 
But ſuch the honeft artifice I us'd, 

Ard ſach her ardent with it ſhould be true, 

That £12, at length, was fully fatisfy'd. 

Alon. *T was well ſhe was. In our late interview 
My paſſion fo far threw me from my guard, 
(Methinks 'cis ſtrange l) that, conſcious of her guilt, 
She ſaw not, thro?” its thin diſguiſe, my heart. 

Zan. Bat what defign you, Sir, and how? 

Alan. I'll tell thee. 

Thus I've ordain'd it. In the jaſmine bow'r, 
The place which ſhe diſhonour'd with her guilt, 
There will [ meet her; the appointment's made; 
And calmly ſpread (for I can do it now) 

The blackneſs of her crime before her ſight, 

And then, with all the cool folemnity 


Of public juſtice, give her to the grave. [ Exit. 
Zan, by get thee gone ! horror and night go with 
ee! 
Siſters of Acberon, go hand in hand. 


Go, dance around the bow'r, and cloſe them in; 
And tell them that I ſent you to falute them. 
Profane the ground, and for th* ambrofial roſe, 
And breath of jaſmine, let hemlock blacken, 
And 
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And deadly nightſhade poiſon all the air, 
For the ſweet nightingale may ravens croak, 
Toads pant, and adders ruftle thro the leaves; 
May ts winding up the trees let fall 
Their hiſſing necks upon them from above, : 
And mingle kiſſes — fuch as I ſhould give them. [Exiz. 


- 
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SCENE, ge Bower. 


Leonora flceping. Enter Alonzo. 


Yee mp: ye ain, like the morn ? , 
Sweet myrtles, and ye golden oran es 
Why do you ſmile? why do you — fair ? 
Are ye not blaſted as I enter in? 
Yes, ſee how every flow's lets fall its head! 
— ſhudders every leaf without a — L 
ow every n is as the ivy pale 
Did ever — ghoſts ende here? 
Have theſe ſweet echoes ever learnt to groan? 
Joy-giving, love-infpiring, holy buw'r ! 
ow, in thy fragrant boſom thou receiv'ſt 
A murderer ! Oh! I ſhall lain thy lilies, 
And horror will uſurp the ſeat of bliſs. 
So Lucifer broke into paradiſe, | 
And ſoon — follow'd. [ He adwancer.] Ha! ſhe 
Ps 
The day's uncommon heat has overcome her. 
Then take, my longing eyes, your laſt full gaze. 
Oh, what a fight is here ! how dreadful fair ! 
Who would not think that being innocent ? 
Where ſhall I ſtrike ? who flrikcs her, ſtrikes l. In felt. 
My own life-blood will iſſue at her wound. 
© my diſtracted heart! — O cre hegwa! 
C 6 "Top 
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To give ſuch charms as theſe, and then call man, 
Mere man, to be your execptioner. 

Was it becauſe it was too hard for you ? 

But fee ſhe ſmiles ! I never ſhall ſmile more. 


It ſtrongly tempts me to a parting kiſs. 
n he flarts back. 


Ha! ſmile again? She dreams of hi 2882 
Curſe on her charms! F'll ftab her thro' them all. 
[ As he is going to flrike, ſhe wakes, 
Leon. My lord, your 


was „ and yonder lull 

Of falling waters tem me to 
Diſpirited with noon's exceſſive heat. 

Alon. Ve powers! with what an eye ſhe mends the day! 
While they were clos'd I ſhould have giv*n the blow. [ Aue. 
O for a laſt embrace! and then for juſtice : 
Thus heav'n and I ſhall both be fatisfy'd. 

Leon, What ſays my lord? 

Aen. Why this Alonzo ſays: 
If love were endleſs, men were gods: tis that 
Does counterbalance travel, danger, pain — 
"Tis heav'n's expedi =y . 
The light, and em o peaceful grave. 

Ln Alas! my lord, why talk you of . ? 
Your friend is dead ; in friendſhip you ſuſtain 
A mighty loſs, repair it with my love. 

Alan. Thy love ? thou piece of witchcraft! I would 


ſay, 
Thou brighteſt angel! I could gaze for ever. 
Where hadſt thou this? Enchantrefs, tell me where; 
Which with a touch works miracles, boils up 
My blood to tumults, and turns round my brain: 
Ev'n now thou ſwimm'ſt before me. I ſhall loſe thee: 
No, Iwill make thee ſure, and claſp thee all. 
Who turn'd this flender waiſt with fo much art, 
And ſhut perfection in fo ſmall a ring? 
Who ſpread that pure expanſe of white above, 
On which the dazzled fight can find no reſt; 


But, drunk with beauty, wanders up and down 


For 
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For ever, and for ever finds nen charms? 
But, O thoſe eyes! thoſe murderers! O whence, 
Whence — thou ſteal theif burning orbs? from 
'n? 
Thou didſt; and tis religion to adore them. 
Leon. My beſt Alonzo, moderate your thoughts : 
Extremes ſtill fright me, tho” of love itſelf. 
Alen. Extremes indeed! it hurried me away ; 
But I come home again—and now for juſtice — 
And now tor death — It is impoſſible — 
Sure ſuch were made by heav'n guiltleſs to ſin, 
Or in their guilt to laugh at puniſhment. [ Hide, 
leave her to juit heavy % : 
s the dagger, end ge off. 
Leon. Ha! a dagger! * 80 E 


What doſt thou ſay, thou miniſter of death? 
What drtadful tale doſt tell me? Let me think. 


Enter Zanga. 


Zan. Death to my tow'ring hopes! O fall from big.! 
M, clofe long- labour'd ſcheme at once is blalt«l. 
That dagger found will cauſe her to enquire; 
Enquiry will diſcover all; my hopes 
Ot vengeance perith ; I myſelf am loſt 
Curſe on the coward's heart! wither his hand 
Which heid the ſteel in vain !—What can be done? — 
Where can I fx ? — that's fomething fill — "twill breed 
Fell rage aud biuctueſs betwixt their fouls, 
Which may perchance grow up to greater evil: 
If not, "tis all | can It mall be fo 
Leon. O Jaga] | am ünking in my (cars: 
Atenzo dropt his dagger as he left me, 
And leſt me in a ilrange diſorder tco. 
V hat can this mean? Angels preferve his life! 
Car, Yours, madam, your*, 


Low, What, Zanga, doſt thou ity? | 
C v Zan. 
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Zan. C our goodneſs then to ſuch extremes, 
£o blinded to the faults of him you love, 
'That you — not he is jealous ? 
Leon. Heav'ns! | 
And yet a thouſand things recur that ſwear it. 
What villain could inſpire him with that thought? 
It is not of the growth of his own nature. 
Zan. Some villain. Who, hell knows; but he is jealous; 
And 'tis moſt fit a heart fo pure as yours 
Do itſelf jaſtice, and aſſert its honour, 
And make him conſcious of his ſtab to virtue. 
' Leon. ]calous! it fickens at my heart. Unkind, 
Ungen'rous, groundleſs, weak, and infolent ! 
Why ? wheretore ? on what ſhadow of occaſion ? 
"Tis faſcination, tis the wrath of heav'n 
For the collected crimes of all his race. 
Oh how the great man leſſers to my thought! 
How could ſo mean a vice as jealouſy, 
Unnatural child of ignorance and guilt, 
Which tears and feeds upon its parent's heart, 
Live in a throng of ſuch exalted virtues ? 
I fcorn and hate, yet love him, and adore. 
I cannot, will not, dare not think it true, 
Till from himſelf I know it. [Exit. 
Zan. This ſucceeds 
= my _ 2 82 violence 
' Upbraids him. He, well knowing ſhe is guilty, 
| Rages no leſs; and if on either fide 
The waves run high, there ſtill lives hope of ruin. 


Exter Alonzo, 


. 2 hold thy peace 

1. anga! ho I am no coward 
But heav'n itſelf did hold my hand; I felt it, : 
By the well-being of my foul, I did. 

Pl think of vengeance at another ſeaſo 
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Alon. Perdition on the Moor : 
For that one word! Ah! do not rouze that thought ; 

I have o'erwhelm'd it much as poſſible: | 

Away, then, let us talk of other things. 

I tell thee, Moor, I love her to diſtraction. 


If *tis my ſhame, why be it ſo I love her; 
Nor can I help it; tis impos'd upon me 
By ſome ſuperior and reſiſtleſs pow'r. 


I could not hurt her to be lord of earth ; 

It ſhocks my nature like a ſtroke from heav'n. 

Angels defend her, as if innocent ! 

But ſee, my Lecnora comes: Be gone. [Ex. Zangae 


Enter Leonora. 


O ſeen for ever, yet for ever new! 
The conquer'd thou doſt conquer o'er again, 
Inflicting wound on wound. 

Leon. Alas, my lord, 
What need of this to me ? 

Alon. Ha! doit thou weep ? 

Leon. Have I no cauſe ? 

Alen. If love is thy concern 
Thou haſt no cauſe; none ever lov'd Ike me. 
But wherefore this? Is it to break my heart, 
Which loſes ſo much blood for every tear ? 

Leen. Is it fo tender? 
1 OR O heav'n! 

abt of my love? Why, I am nothing elſe 
It quite abforbs my every other > ; 
O that this one embrace would laſt for ever! 
Leon. Could this man ever mean to wrong my virtue? 
Could this man e'er deſign upon my life ? 
Impoſſible! I throw away the thought. Alas. 
Theſe tears declare how much [I the joy 
Of being folded in your arms and heart ; 
My univerſe does lie within that ſpace. - 


This 
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us there from ev'ry other thought. 
15 — ” 
Alex. Let's talk of love. 


A | 
Then muſt I fly for thy fake and my own. 

„ by my injuries, —— 1 2 
ink it much to hear my groan ? 
cla ng you ome: . 
y ſting you 

— my cauſe of pain ; 
Jam all in flames. 


Mm 
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Or of your own, what guilt has drawn „ 

You find me kind, and think me kind to all; 

The weak, ungenerous error of your ſex. 

What could in pire the thought? We oft'neſt judge 

From our own hearts; and is your's then ſo frail, 

It prompts you to conceive thus ill of me? 

He that can ſtoo — 

Deſerves to find i true. [ Holding him. 
Alar. O ſex, ſex, ſex! [Turning cn her. 

The language of you all. III-fated woman! 

Why halt thou forc'd me back into the gulf 

Of agonies I had block'd up from thought? 

I know the cauſe : thou ſaw ſt me impotent 

Ere while to hurt thee, therefore thou turn'ſt on me: 

But, by the pangs I ſuffer, to thy woe. 


For 
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Leon. Be ſatisfy d! 
Alon. Yes, thy own mouth ſhall witneſs it againſt thee ; 
I will be fatisfy'd. , 
Of what? 
Of what! 
How dar'ſ thou aſk that queſtion? Woman, woman, 
Weak, and afſur'd at once; thus tis for ever. 
Who told thee that thy virtue was ſuf] ? 
Who told thee I defign'd upon thy life ? 
You found the dagger ; but that could not ſpeak ; 
Nor did I tell thee; who did tell thee then? 
uilt, conſcious guilt! 
Leon. This to my face? O heav'n ! 
Alon. This to thy very ſoul. 
Leon. Thou'rt not in earneſt ? 
Alon. Serious as death. 
Leon. 'Then heav'n have mercy on thee. 
Till now I led not to think it true ; 


I ſought conviction, and would not believe it; 


Leon. Arts? 

Alon. Arts. Confeſs ; for death is in my hand. 
Leon. "Tis in your words. 

Alan. Confeſs, confeſs, confeſs ! 

Nor tear my veins with paſſion to compel thee. 
Leon. I ſcorn to anſwer thee, preſumptuous man! 
Alon. Deny then, and incur a fouler ſhame. 

Where did I find this picture? 

Leon. Ha! Don Carlos ? 

By my beſt hopes, more welcome than thy own. 

Alan. I know it; but n vice fo very rank, 


That 
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Deſcend, ye bleſſed 
This is the 
'Tho' moſt unjuſt, 


„to aſſiſt her! 
way that I would wound thee, 


Enter Iſabella. 
Hen. Bear her to inftant help. The world to fave her. 
Leon. — man may'ſt thou gaze and. 
tremble; | 


But fix thy terror and amazement right ; 
Not on my blood, but on thy own diftraftion. 
rn 
When thou hadſt cenſur d, would fave her life ; 
O inconfiſtent ! Should I live in ſhame, | 
Or ſtoop to any other means but this 
To aſſert my virtue? No; ſhe who diſputes 
Admits it poflible ſhe might be guilty. 
Pn 
While it might look like an excuſe to thee, 
I fcorn'd to vindicate my innocence ; 
But now, I let thy raſhnefs know, the wound 
Which leaſt I feel, is that my dagger made. 
(I kads out Leonora. 
Alon. Ha! was this woman guilty ? — and if not— 
How my thought darkens that way! Grant, kind 
heav'n, | 
That 
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That ſhe prove guilty, or give being end. 
22 ure the facred duſt 
Of her that bore me trembles in its urn. 

Is it in man the fore diftreſs to bear, 

When hope itſelf is blacken'd to deſpair, 

When all the bliſs I pant for, is to gain 

In hell a refuge from ſeverer pain? [Exit Alonae. 


Enter Zanga. 
Zan. How ftands the great account "twixt me and | 


ven 


geance ? | 

Tho' much is paid, yet fill it owes me much, 
And I will not abate a fingle groan.— 
= 22 — were fatal too 
World come — bought ich leſs than Life 
Come, death; come, hell, then; tis reſoly'd, tis done. 


Enter Iſabella. 


Lal. Ah! Zea, ſee me tremble! Has not yet 
Thy cruel heart its fill Poor Le —— 
Welters in blood, and gaſps for her laſt breath. 
What then? We all maſt die. 

1/ab. Alonzo raves, 
And in the tempeſt of his grief has thrice 
Attempted on his life. At length diſarm' d. 

He his friends that fave him his worſt foes, 

And importunes the flies for ſwift perdition. 

Thus in his ſtorm of forrow. After pauſe 

He (ſtarted up, and call'd aloud for Zanga, 

For Zanga rav'd ; and fee, he ſeeks you here, 
e 4 

Zan. Now, now, m conſummate 

all: 7m hon 


Enter 
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aeror ! 
all 
ind 


Tu peace, tis refuge from my 1 


proſtrate 
Spaiz, and 
this 1s 


T tread on 
But this is 


kings. 


* 


Fell by thy hand accurs d, 
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I muſt awake him into horrors. Hoa! 
Se 
Awake, invincible, omnipotent 

Thou who dd all fubdue 

Alen. Inhuman flave ! 

Zan. Fall'n chriſtian, thou miſtak'ſt my character. 
Look on me. Whoam I? I know, thou far l 
The Meer, a flave, an abjedt, beaten flave; 

ternal woes to him that made me ſo!) 

ut look again. Has fix years cruel 
Exrtinguiſh'd majeſty ſo far, that nought 
ſacs have rer 
When the Mooriſh king Abdalla fell, 


His ſon, ho”, thro” his „in diſguiſe, 
Leſs to expoſe me to th' ambitious foe. 

Ha! does it wake thee! O'er my father's corſe 
I ſtood aftride till I had clove thy -, Jn 
And then was made the — r 
And ſunk ĩnto thy 1 
What wane wy liens E — 
My wages were a blow, by beaw 'n. a blow, 

And from a mortal hand d. 


by 
y maid —44— have liv'd for ever, 
away 3 
ſhut up as ev*'ning flow'rs 
fan — was murder d! murder'd! 
! O horror! O remocie! 


O ſhame! O 
O puniſh. 
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O puniſhment! Had ſatan never fell, 
Hell had been made for me O Leonora / 
Zan. Muſt I deſpiſe thee too, as well as hate thee? 
Complain of grief, complain thou art a man. 
Priam from fortune's lofty ſummit fell, 
Great Alexander midſt his conqueſts mourn'd ; 
Heroes and demi-gods have known their forrows ; 
Caſars have „ and Ihave had my blow: 
— "tis reven and now wh hone done. 

et, ere I de ĩt one vengeance 
To make thee to confeſs 4 juſt. 
Thou ſeeſt a prince, whoſe father thou haſt ſlain, 
Whoſe native country thou haſt laid in blood, 
Whoſe ſacred perſon (oh !) thou haſt profan d, 
Whoſe reign extinguiſh'd : what was left to me 
So highl born ? o kingdom, but revenge! 
No ure, but thy tortures and thy groans. 
If men ſhould aſk who brought thee to thy end, 
Tell them the Moor, and they will not deſpiſe thee. 
If cold white mortals cenſure this great deed, 
Warn them, they judge not of ſuperior beings, 
Souls maus Of fire, and children of the ſun, 
With whom revenge is virtue. Fare thee well 
Now fully fatisfy'd I ſhould take leave: 
But one thing grieves me, fince thy death is near, 
I leave thee my example how to die. 


A he is going to fab himſelf Alonzo ruſhes him 

4 8 II 
18 Alonzo puts the dagger 
in his boſom. 


Hon. No, monſter, thou ſhalt not eſcape by death. 
O father ! 

Alv. O Mlonzo ! —— 
Touch d with remorſe to ſee her miſtreſs* pangs, 
Told all the dreadful tale. 

Ales. What groan was that ? 


\ Mad 
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Zan. As I have been a vultur to thy heart, 
So will 1 be a raven to thine ear, | 
re 
As ever flapt its heavy wing again 
The window of the fick, and croak'd deſpair. 
ds: Ae 

varez to the flage, and returns. 
ren 

Alon. Prepare the rack, invent new torments for him. 

Zan. This too is well. The fix'd and noble mind 
Turns all occurrence to its own advantage ; 

And I'll make — 
in thou would'ſt not know, 
That, thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee ſtill. 
Torture thou may'ſt, but thou ſhalt ne'er deſpiſe me. 
The blood will follow where the knife is driven, 
The fleſh will quiver where the pincers tear, 

And fighs and cries by nature grow en pain. 

But theſe are foreign to the ſoul : not mine 

The groans that iſſue, or the tears that fall; 
They diſobey me ; on the rack I ſcorn thee, 

As when my faulchion clove thy helm in battle. 

Abo. Peace, villain! 

Zan. While I live, old man, I'II 
And well I know thou dar'it not kill me yet; 

For that would rob thy blood-hoands of their prey. 
Alen. Who call'd Aloxzs? 
Av. No one call'd, my fon. 
Alon. Again !—— tis Carla voice, and I obey. 
O how I laugh at all that this can do! 

: Shewing the dagger. 
The wounds that pain'd, the wounds that murder'd me, 
Were giv'n before ; I am already dead; 
This only marks my body for the grave. [ Sab bi. 
Africh, thou art reveng'd —— O a/——— [Dis. 

Zan. Good ruffians, give me leave, my blood is yours, 
The whecP's prepar'd, and you fhall have it all; 


Let 
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Let me but look one moment on the dead, 
And pay yourſelves with gazing on my pangs. 


He to Alonzo? g 
nnn. . 


Is that the hand which ſmote me? Heav'ns, how pale ! 


And art thou dead ? fo is my - 
I war not with the duſt : the great, the 
The conqueror of Africk was my foe. 
AI Jorge nat agen 

This was thy only method to ſubdue me. 
'Terror and doubt fall on me; all thy good 


Now 

Never had man fi 
If I lament thee, ſure thy 
O ! I have follow'd thee too far, 
And to receive me hell blows all her fires. 


[He is borne off. 

Abo. Dreadful effet of jealouſy! a 

In which the wiſe with caution will engage; 

Reluctant » and tardy to believe, 

Where ſway'd by nature we ourſelves decei 
Where our own folly joins the villain's art, 
And each man finds a Zangs in his heart. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 
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EPILOG 
Had he been wiſe, at this their priv 
The proof of the in 
Madam had then been pleas'd, and D 
And all this Blood and Murder been 
Neer break a Bargain, but firft ta 
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g had been in the eating ; 


